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PREFACE. 


TR. GaRrRick having allowed me, 
as Miſs Radley's maſter, to chooſe 
what ſecond part ſhe ſhould appear in, I 
turn'd my thoughts towards the ballad 
farce of Damon and Phillida. But when 
I came to look at it, I not only found that 
the muſic conſiſted of a great many heavy 
minuets, and old faſhion'd country-dances, 
but that there was too much dialogue, 
without the intervention of airs, which 
being alſo in blank verſe, rendered the 
drama ſtill more tireſome, as well as hurt 
the ſimplicity of ſome of the characters ; 
which, in the idea, were not contempt- 
ible: add, that the opening and concluſion 
were extremely flat and un-operatical. 


In 


Vi r 

In order to remedy the firſt objection, 
I ventured to reſet ſome of the ballads, 
intending, out of eſteem for our old me- 
lodies, to let the reſt remain, with the 
addition only of modern accompanyments; 
but here again I found the trouble would 
be equal to new ſetting the whole ; and I 
alſo ſaw, that without the chance of adding 
any thing to my own little reputation, I 
might lay myſelf open to cenſure, by en- 
deavouring to mend, what in the opinion 
of many people, might want no improve- 
ment. 


For theſe reaſons I have compoſed all 
the ſongs entirely new: and as the piece 
has never pleas'd upon the ſtage, and for 
that reaſon has been very feldom performed 
ſince that great actreſs Mrs. Clive was fo 
juftly celebrated in the part of Phillida: I 
have taken the farther liberty to make ſuch 
alterations in the drama as I preſumed 


neceſſary. 


I have thrown the dialogue into proſe, 


added ſeveral new ſongs, reſtored others 
2 from 


PRI X. vii 


from Love in a Riddle, inſerted choruſſes, 
and, whether for the better or the worſe, 
made the whole very different from what 
it has ever yet appeared. With regard to 
the muſic, I ſhall only ſay, that while 1 
have endeavoured to give light and familiar 
airs, I have alſo endeavoured to give ſuch 
as are neither trite nor vulgar. | 


C. DIBDIN. 
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PERSON Ss. 


Areas, 5 Mr. Hurſt. 


Corydon, Mr. Banniſter, 
Cymon, Mr. Dibdin. 
Mopſus, Mr. Moody. 
Damon, Mr. Dodd. 
Phillida, Miſs Radley. 


Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 


SCENE, ARCADIA. 
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DAMON AND PHILLIDA. 


ACT THE FIRLEAT 
A beautiful Proſpe&t in AR A DIA. 


Ax cas, Cox vpox, CYMox, Morsvs, Damon 
and PHILLIDA, and other Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes, 
diſcovered. Ak c As ſeated, 


CHORUS. 


A ATL the day, ye nymphs and ſwains, 
To your plains 
That gave a Lord; 
Wha crowns the truth 
Of every youth, 
And is defencelefs Virtue's guard, 


ARCAS. 


I am told, Corydon, that you want my advice in 
ſomething that materially concerns you. 


CORT.DON 
My Lord, I have made bold to aſk it. 
ARCAS. 


Then let me hear your ſtory, and whatever power 
| have to ſerve you, you may freely command. 


— 


B CORY- 


— — — 


DAMON Ax p PHILLIDA, 


CORYD ON. 


Ah, my good Lord, you are our general friend 
This is my daughter; I have ever ſtudied to make 
her happy; and to own the trurh, her chearful com- 
pliance with all my commands, from her infancy, has 
rendered that taſk a great ſatisfaction to me: now, my 
Lord, left I ſhould die, and leave her in an unfriendly 
world, I would fain ſee her well married ; and for that 
purpoſe have found her out a pair of well-meaning 
youths to take her choice of, Cymon and Mopſus 
here; they are brothers; and their manners ſuit her 
condition : I am well aſſured ſhe might be happy with 
either of them, for they both love her ſincerely. 


CYMON. 
Yes, an pleaſe you, we are both cruelly in love. 


ARCA.S. 
A little patience, honeſt Cymon. 


CORYDON, 

Theſe lads, I ſay, my Lord, if there was no ob- 
ſtruction in the way, might one or t'other make her a 
good hulband perhaps but this foppiſh rambling 
Damon here, has bewitch'd her I think; his ſqueaking 
pipe has rival'd both Cymon and Mopſus, and they 
toy and play together all day long. 

CYMO N. 
Ay ſo they do, an pleaſe you. 
CORYDON, 
Nay, nay, Cymon. 
CYMON. 
Well, well, I have done; I'm ſure *tis true tho”. 


MOPSUS. 


Hoh! hoh! hoh! That fool, my brother, is always 
in the wrong, 


CORY 
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CORYDON. 


Nay, nay, Mopſus, now you are worſe than he. 


Go on with your ſtory. 


CORYDON. 


So nothing now but Damon is thought of, and 
Damon [I fear will ruin her, which would but ill re- 
compence me for all my care and fatherly advice. The 
favour I would beg of you, my Lord, is to interpoſe 
your authority in my behalf; and, though you are not 
our king, 'tis well known you rule our hearts; and the 
continual good you do us every ay makes it but 
gratitude that we ſhould yield to whatever is your 
pleaſure : therefore, if you think my caſe deſerves pity, 
I hope your wiſdom will point out to me a way to pre- 
vent any ill that may enſue from it. 


I take your grief to heart, good Corydon, and wiſh 


I may have it in my power to make you eaſy ; Damon, 
you hear your accuſation, do you think it honeſt to 
trifle in an affair like this; or that it will add to your 
reputation to ſay you purchas'd this unwary maid's af- 
fection at the price of all ſhe poſſeſs'd, for which ſhe 
could be counted amiable? Think ſeriouſly, and tell me 
what I ſhall ſay I've done to right this good old man. 


DAMON. 


My Lord, my profeffions are ſincere; let the girl 
pleaſe herſelf: if ſhe has a mind to marry, there's her 
choice; if ſhe has a mind to make a frolic of lite, 
here's her man, 


B 2 | AIR, 


— . — — 
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The man for life, 
That takes a wife, 
Is like a thouſand diſmal things; 
A fox in trap, 
Or worſe, mayhap, 
An owl in cage, that never ſings : 
From morn till night, 
He hates her fight, 
Yet he, poor ſoul, — endure it ; 
| Bed of thorns, 
Head of horns : 
Such à life ! 
Rope or knife, 


Can only cure it. 


A bull at flake, 
To merry make, 
He rears aloud, and the laugh is flrong z 
Like dog and cat, 
Or puſs and rat, 
He Feb. for life, and it laſis as long. 
ut the man that's free, 
Is like thy bee, 
I bo ev ry flower is taſting ; 
Ne er cloys, 
With his joys, 
Day or might: 
New delight 
Is only laſting. 


COR - 
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C ORTY DON. 
You ſee, my lord, I did not accuſe him falſly. 


ARCAS. 


"Tis true. Well, my friends, I hope your hearts 
are honeſt ; endeavour to rival this Damon, you ſhan't 
want for my protection. 


CYMON. 
Ah! Sir, I have no heart to ſpeak, an like you : The 
flouts, and pouts, and glouts at me from morning till 


night. There, only fee how ſhe looks now, becaule ſhe 
can't abide me. 


ARCAS. 
Take courage, man; pluck up a ſpirit ; that's her 
maiden ſhyneſs. 
CYMON. 


Do you think ſo, Sir ?—Well, if you think fo, I will 
take courage; and if an old ſong will win her heart, 
kave at her. 


A' IR 


There's not a ſwain, 
On the plain, 
Would be bleft as I, 
O cou'd you but on me ſmilez 
| But you appear, 
So ſevere, 
That, trembling with fear, 
Aly heart goes pit a pat all the while. 


l ben I cry, 
Muſt I die? 
You make no reply, 
But look ſhy, 
And with a foes eye 
Kill me with your eruelty : 
How can you be, 


So hard to me? 
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CORYDON. 
Well, Phillida, has this no effect upon you? 


CYMON. 


No, no, poor Cymon, thou art never the nearer ; 
not all thy ſongs, nor ſighs, nor ſobs, can move her. 


ARCAS. 


Perhaps ſhe may like Mopſus better; come, my lad, 
let's hear what you have to ſay; you ſeem chearful. 


MOPSUS. 


Yes, I am always fo; I loves to laugh, for my part, 
let things go how they will: what do I care for her 
frowns : it gives-a body's mind ſome eaſe to think that 
Cymon's us'd as ill as I; all my comfort is, that hap» 
pen as it will, I ſhall have him to laugh at. 


ARCAS. 


But now, Corydon, let us enquire into your daugh- 
ter's heart. Phillida, here are three youths who labour 
to deſerve your love; tell me freely which is the man 
that's favour d moſt by you z. truſt me with the ſecret of 
your wiſhes, that I may prove your friend. 


PHILLI DA. 


Since I am urg'd to ſpeak the truth, I own my heart, 
my Lord, has been, fooliſhly impoſed upon; my father's 
will I never diſobeyed, and fincerely wiſh I had it now 
in my power to pleaſe him ; but I can never conſent to 
lead a ſavage life; and what could I expect better from 


the company of theſe lads ? 


CYMON. 
Oh! oh! oh! O ſcornful maid! My poor heart 


will burſt with grief. 


MOPSUS® | 
Hoh! hoh! hoh! poor Cymon's in a bitter taking. 


PHIL- 
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P BILLIDA. 


Tis hard that I muſt chuſe from ſuch extremes of 
folly——Damon's infidelity ſhould make me hate him; 
but I fear he has too many tender advocates in my 
heart; tis true I have try'd a thouſand times to ſhut 
him from my thoughts, as often found I try'd in vain; 
my weakneſs will find excuſes for his treatment of me; 
whenever he ſubmits, he's ſure to be forgiven ; and 
whenever I forgive, I am ſure to be forſaken, o 


ets eee tee, — 
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Mat woman could do, I have try d to be free; 
Yet do all I can, | 

I find that I love him; and tho he flies me, 
Still, fill, he's the man. 

They tell me, at once he to twenty will ſwear ; 

hen vows are ſo fweet, who the falſehood can fear? 
So, when you have ſaid all you can, 


Still -/lill he's the man. 


T caught him one day making love to a maid - 
When to him I ran, 
He turn'd and he kiſs'd me, then who could uptraid 
So civil a man? | | 
The next day I found to a third he was kind; 
I rated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind 
So let me do all that I can, 
Still Aill he's the man. 


The ſhepherds all bid me beware of his art; 
| 1 do what I can; | 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my heart, 

I doubt he's the man. 
So feweet are his kiſſes, his looks are ſo hind, 
He may have his faults, but if none I can find, 
7: Who can do more than they can? 

He 7 ii the man. 


ARCAS, 


'$ DAMON any PHILLIDA, 


ARCAS 


Take comfort, Corydon; your daughter's unreſerved 
confeſſion of her love, perſuades me of the goodneſs of 
her heart; and tho' licentious Damon may deſerve ſe- 
vere reproof, yet for her ſake let us not harden him by 
puniſhment, but rather tempt him by reward to virtue 
my favour ſhall be ſhewn to every one who ſeeks by 
honeſt means to gain it; therefore, if he, or any other 
ſwain, can win this gentle maid ta be his bride, the 
portion the expected from her father, I'll double on the 
marriage day.— Come, friends, let's leave theſe lovers, 


CHORUS. 
Hail the day, ye nymphs and fwains, 
To your plams | 
That gave a Lord; 
Who crowns the truth, 
| Of every youth, 
And is defenceleſs Virtue"s guard. 


[ Exit Arcas, Shepherds, &c. 


CORYDON. 


A double portion! Now, my lads, there's brave en- 
couragement to warm your hearts; now ſhew your 
ſkill; now fing, now dance; now try which is the 
feateſt fellow—Ah ! Phillida, let faithleſs Damon ſec 
what honeſty has gain'd by truth ; and what his pranks 
have loſt by wickedneſs! 

PHILLIDA. 


Diſhoneſty ſhall never gain me. 

. MOPSUS. 

A double dow'ry, Cymon, now's our time, 
CYMON. 


Ah! but I am tender-hearted ; my poor hopes will 
never bloſſom while the looks ſo froſty, | 
CORY 


CORYDON. 


Learn of your brother, lad; you ſee he's all mirth 3 
up with your heart, and at her. 


C YM ON. 
Shall ?- Well, ſince you encourage me, I will. 


CORYDON. 


Well ſaid, my boy; this joyful day makes my heart 
bound with pleaſure ; let me but ſee that graceleſs 
Damon diſappointed ; let me but live to ſee him wear 
the willow, and I'll jump into my grave with joy, 


A 3 


hen a fox for a while, 
Hath reoic'd in the ee | 
Which with villainous craft he hath plunder d; 
And eſcap d ev'ry ſnare, 
That the hounds could prepare, 
When alarm'd by the cries of the hundred; 
What pleaſure at laſt, 
To ſee the cur faſt, 
And grinning with pain and deſpair ! 
The vallies all ring, 
The peaſants all ſing, 
The felon is l O rare! 


[Exit Corydon; 


C DAMON; 
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DAM ON. 


So, now I ſuppoſe I ſhall have all my work to do 
over again; this double dowry will turn her brain. 


MOPS Us. 
Now, Cymon, now! 
a CYMON. 
I'd rather you ſpeak firſt, 
MOPSUS, 
No, you are the elder. 
CYMON. 


Ah ! but my heart miſgives me. 


PHIL DA. 
Still fillent—no kind offer from Damon. 


CYMON, 
I ſhall never be able to hit the tune alone, 
MOPSUS. 
Waunds, you know you can well enough, an you 
will. 
CYMON, 
I tell you I can't; do you begin, 
MOPSUS. 
Well then, be ſure you back me. 
CYMON, 


I wull, I wull. 


AIR; 


lo 
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Mop. Tell me, Philly, tell me roundly, 
When you will your heart ſurrender ? 


Cym. Faith and troth I love thee woundly : 


And I was thy firſt pretender. 
Mop. Of us boys, 
Cym. Take thy choice; 


Mop. Here's a heart ; 

Cym. And here's a hand tos 

Mop. His or mine 

Cym. All is thine 

Both. Body and goods at thy command too, 
Phil. pile you both pretend a paſſion, 


*T would be cruel to chuſe either 
To preſerve your inclination, 


I muſt kindly fix on 


To be juſt, I now muſt, 

Make yours, and yours, both equal caſes ; 
Therefore pray, from this day, 

TI never may 


Behold your faces. 


neither. 


CY PHIL- 
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12 DAMON AND PHILLIDA, 
PHIL LI DA. 


I have heard enough of your odious love; 'tis Da- 

mon's turn to ſpeak now if he chuſes it. 
.. MOPSUS. 

Well, let him ſpeak ;* mayhap you'll get as little 
good from him, as we have from you; 'tisn't every 
man will marry you 'tisn't you——you—— don't cry, 
Cymon, it only makes her prouder. 

CYM ON. ſu 

She has given me ſuch a kick of the heart I ſhall 

never get over it, 
PHILLIDA. 

How tedious is the voice of love from any but the 

object of our wiſhes Cymon. 


CYMON. 


Well. 
PHILLIDA. 


Come here. 
CYMON. 
Yes. 
PHILLIDA. 
J like thee by far the better than thy brother. 


CYMON. 
Do you? 
PHIL LID A 
I do, 
CYMON. 


O the gracious ! but you do truly and truly——— 


PHILLIDA. 


I'll convince you on't this moment; take him away, 


and don't let nie fee him for an hour at leaſt; and then 
do you come without him. 


2 | CYMON, 


A COMIC OPERA. 13 
CYMON. 


Give me your hand on't. 


PHIL LEA 
Huſh, huſh, not now, they'll ſee us; away with 


him. 
CYMOM 


A word's enough; I'll do it. Come, Mopſus, come 
away, for I have ſuch a thing to tell thee, boy, — 


MOPSUS. 
What ails the fool! Thou'rt mad. 
CYMON. 
Mad! Ay, and ſo would you be too, if you were in 
my place; but come away. 
MOPSUS®S 
Nay, not ſo faſt, good Cymon. 
CYMON, 


Faſter, Mopſus, faſter, 
, [Exit Mopſus and Cymon, 


DAMON. 
This was kind, my Phillida ; was ever any thing fo 
well difſembled ? 
PHIL LID 
Yes, I have learnt to diſſemble from you; and T 
ſuppoſe you'll diſſemble with me again to reward me. 


DAMON. 


How ſuſpicious you are! Don't I love you? This 
buſtle at my heart when I touch your hand, my tranſ- 


port when I gaze upon you, may conyince you you're 
miſtaken, 


AIR, 
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Away with ſuſpicion, 

That bane to dtjire; 
The heart that loves truly, all danger defies ; 
| Phe rules of diſcretion 

But flifle the fire; 


On its merit alone, true beauty relies. 


What a folly to tremble, 

Left the lover diſſunble 
His fire] 

Turtles that was, 

Bill and cao, 


M pile we enjoy we muſt be true. 
| 


* 1 


And to repeat it, is all, 
All, we can deſire. 


PHI L- 
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PHILLIDA. 


Ah! Damon, you always have decoyed my heart 
with ſuch language as this; but now tis time to end 
our fooling ; conſent to marry me, or never ſee me 
again, 


A--5 * 


IVhile you purſue me, 
Thus to undo me, 
Sure ruin lies in all you ſay; 
To bring your toying, 
Up to enjoying, 
Call firſt the prizft, then name tbe day. 


Laſſes are willing 
As lads for billing, 
A ben marriage vows are kindly preft ; 
Let Holy Father, 
Tye us together, 
Then bill your fill, and bill your beſt. 


DAMON, 
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DAMON. 
What then I'm to be ſtarved into marriage I find ! 


PHILLIDA. 


Pl ſtarve myſelf ſooner than ſuffer my heart to be 
deluded by one whoſe baſeneſs merits my ſcorn. 


DAMON, 


Mighty well; this double dowry has ſtrangely al- 
tered you: why your brain's turn'd, child ; and you 
would have me as mad as yourſelf ; make a huſband of 
me ! No, no, Phillida, I'il never be that fool, to plod 
on in one dull path of life; to be afraid to ſpeak or 
look, for fear I ſhould offend ; in ſhort, to wear a 

oke, that, in ſpite of all I can do to hinder it, will 
Jaft for life: O what a thought !=You muſt excuſe 
me, my dear, but you'll never perſuade me to think 
on't. 1 


PHIL LI DA. 
Falſe Damon ! I begin to hate you. 
DAMON, 


Ay, there's ſome ſenſe in this ; many of your dainty 
nymphs will fool one on, and teaze one to death; 
but ſince I know your mind, adieu Phillida; I am for 
variety. 


AIR. 
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Dam, Tl range the world, where freedom reigns, 
And ſcatter Love around the plains, 


Phil. TI flarve my love, and rather part, 
Than yield my hand to fool my heart, 


Dam. The frowns of this P11 ne'er take ill; 
Where one demes, there's two that will. 


Phil. Since maids by kindneſs are undane, 
Adieu mankind, Dll figh for none. 


Dam. No frozen laſs ſhall hold me long: 

Phil. No fwain that's falſe, my love ſhall wrong. 
Dam. Farewell! farewell |——Tis time to part : 

Phil. Thus from thy hold I tear my heart. 

Both, Farewell, farewell, &e, 


Exp or TRE FirsT AcT. 
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Scene changes 1 a Green, with a Cottage. 


Enter Damon. 


OW could the little gipſey carry it off with ſuch 

an air? I am fo provoked by her impertinent 
pride, that I ſhall never reſt in my bed till ſhe lies 
by me; but let me fee, are her terms reaſonable ? 
That my heart is ſubdued appears pretty plain; that 
the object of my love is a worthy one, every {ſhepherd 
— that during our laſt converſation, my whole 
behaviour was difimulation, the uneaſineſs I now feel 
will witneſs for me; what then ſhould I in honor and 
conſcience do ? I have made the appeal, and am ad- 
viſed to call the ſhepherds together, and Arcas at their 
head, to be witneſſes of my converſion, and my deter- 
mined reſolution to change the libertine to the mar- 
ried man, 


1 


Came, th:u roſy dimpled boy, 
Source of every heart-felt joy, 
Flajte to Phillida away; 

This is thine and Hymen's day; 
Bid her thy ſoft bondage wear, 
Bid ber fer Love's rites prepare. 


Let the nymphs with many a flaw'r 
Deck the roſy nuptial bow'r, 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 

And let Hymen teo be there. 

This is thine and Hymen's day, 


Jlaſte to Phillida away. [Exit, 


Later 
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Enter Conypon ord PHILLIDA, frem the Cottage. 


C OR Y DI 
Well, well, but I ſay, think no more of him. 
PAILLIEIBX 
If I conſent to ſee him no more, father, is not that 


enough ? 
CURTYT I Coax 


No, no, it is not; you muſt hate him; there is not 
ſuch a rake among the, wenches in all Arcadia, he is 
worſe than a woif in a ſheepfold, or a hungry fox 
among poultry, or a 


PHILLFDA 


Woll, but father, ſuppoſe all this to be true, if he 
could be perſuaded to marry me— 


CORY DCE 
The girl puts me beyond all patience, Why, has not 
he already reiuicd to marry you ? 


PHIL LINDEN 
And have not I declared againſt his love on that 


account ? 
CARY OE 


Ay, but for all that he lurks about your heart, I 
can't be eaſy till you have quite forgot him. 


PHILLIDA. 


I ftrive to forget him ; but if you knew what pain it 
gives me, you would pity me. 
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A thouſand ways to wean my heart 
Pre try'd, yet can't remove him; 

And tho” for life Ive ſiuarn to part, 
For life] find, I laue him. 


Still ſhould the dear falſe man return, 
And with nav vows purſue me; 

Flis fattering tongue would kill my ferns 
Aid fiill I fear unde me, 


— 
— 
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CORYDON, 


Conſider, Phillida, how much it is my defire to have 
y_ married; and you have your choice of Cymon and 
opſus. 


PHILLIDA. 
I do conſider, father, and I think you ſhould too ; 
is not a ſmall fortune with the man I love, better than 
to be rich and miſerable ? 


CORYDON. 
See yonder Cymon comes : now, dear Phillida, for 
my ſake ſmile upon him, peihaps in time he may be 
brought to pleaſe you, 


FEILLIDA 


I will, ſince you deſire it; but Mopſus has the ſame 
right to be heard as Cymon; ſend him too; and till he 
comes, I'll hear what his brother has to ſay. 


CORYDON, 
Ah, Phillida, you gain my heart, I'll ſend him te 
you directly, 


4 IX. 


Ah, Philly, look before you leap, 
No, comfort in a fop you'll find, 
Vain are the joys you hope to reap, 
Love roots not in à giddy mind. 


Young Damon's all feather —all ſmoke, 
A weathercock turn'd by each wind ; 
The lads I prefer —bearts of oak, 
Will ever be conſtant and kind. [Exit, 


Enter 
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Enter Cymon. 


AIX. 


Cym. Behold and ſee thy wounded lover, 
Whoſe truth from thee will ne er depart ; 
O let my tears at length diſcover, 
One gentle ſmile to heal my heart. 


Phill. Vere in the world ns man but Cymon, 
None of the female kind but I; 
With me ſhou'd end the name of woman, 
With thee the race of man ſbou d die. 


CYMON. 


O cruel falſe hearted Phillida ! Why now didn't you 
ſay to day you loved me a good deal better than my 
brother Mopſus ? 


PHILLIDA A. 
Yes, I own I told you fo, to get rid of you, 


CYMON. 
And don't you love me at all ? 


PAILLIDA 


Once for all, I tell you no; how long muſt I be 
teazed with you ? 


And ſo I have been a believing all this for nothing. 


1 
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A1 . 


Cym. O what a plague is love 
J cannet bear it : 
That life fo curſt can prove 


Or pain come near it? 


I hen I would tell my mind, 
My bett miſdoubts me; 
Or 1hen I ſpeak I find 


With fcorn foe routs me. 


In vain is all I ſay, 
Fler anſwer flill is nay : 
( 4:fma!, doleful day! 
Piillida flouts me. 


Enter MorsUus. 


Mop. A poor Cymon! dud o cry 
Hell- a-day ! wife an cye / fe Pbillida. 
To treat him fo ſcornſully, 
Sbamefuliy, mournfully. 
Phillida, fee ! 


Phill. Me, xe, no, Sir pert, and dull! 
Sienpleton, paperſtuil!“ I for ever hal 
Think thee far the greater fool! 
Therefore will give thee cauſe 
With him to cry. 


Cym. T7, lll, loll, loll! naw, I pray, 
N ho has cauſe mojt to ery, Ah well-a-doy ? 


: Mop. I hat care 17 why let her fert, 
I can laugh; play her off, bitter than you. 


Cym. Ab! poor Mopſus, thrur't a foil ! 
Mop. [ jay you're a greater owl, 


Cym. Nay, now I'm ſure that's a lie. 
Mop, II bas a ie? 
Cym, 


Mop. 
Phill, 


Faro 
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— That's a lie. 


F jay "irs true. 


Give over your lade, you great laabies; 

J hate you both; you Sir, and you tos? 
Did ever a brace of ſuch boobies 

The laſs that dete/!s them purſue ? 


Ga ! 
Oh / Pm ready to faint ! 


How are you ? 


Ii hy truly ſhe treats us but ſo, ſo. 
Fer my part I think ſhe's a devil. 
A woman weou'd ſcorn for to ds fo. 


O fie, fie! ſuch words are uncivil. 


Prepare then to hear my lafl ſentence : 
Before I'd wed either, much rather, 

Tad jland on the ſtool of repentance, 
And want for my bantling a father. 

Go! 


Ch! woe! n ready to faint. 


Hind I tos. 
In ſhort this won't do, Mrs. Vixen, 
Fer ene of us two y:u muſt chuſe ; 


Then you are the man that I fix on, 
And you are the fool I refuſe. 

[Strikes each a box on the ear, 
Wunde | Mop. The devil wou'd fiy ſuch a 
(ro / Cym. ſpouſe. 

f / [Exit Mopſus, 
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CYM ON. 


See if I don't go and tell your daddy, 
| [ Exit ymon. 
PHILLID A. 


Go any where—l am teazed to death with theſe 
odious wretches—O Damon! how little you deſerve 
that I ſhould give myſelf ſo much uneafineſs for you ? 
but I am born to be unhappy, and muſt learn to endure 
whatever fortune chuſes to inflict, 


Enter Ax c As, Damon, SHEPHERDs, Ce. 


DAMON, 


No, Phillida, you have endured enough; here is 
your comforter and your convert ; convinced of my 
crimes, lord Arcas and theſe ſhepherds will witneſs for 
me, with what eagernefs I have flown to make atone» 
ment for them; I am aſhamed of my treatment of you, 
and with tranſport confirm it at your feet, 


AIX. 


See ! behold and ſee 
With an eye kind and relenting, 
Damon now repenting; 
Only true to thee, 
Content to love, and love for life. 7 


Phill, If you now ſincere, 
With an honeſt declaration, 
Mean to prove your paſſion ; 
To-the purpoſe ſwear, 


And make at once a maid a wife. 


Both. Thus for life I take thee, 
Never to — thee, 
Soon or late we find that fate, 
To heart's aflray direfs the way, 


And brings to laſting joys the rover home. 
Enter 
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Enter CoRybon, CymMon, Mopsvs. 


CYMON. 
There, didn't I ſay I'd tell your daddy? 


CORTRERM 


Indeed Phillida, *tis unkind to trifle with me ſo, 
didn't you promiſe you would receive Cymon and 
Mopſus civilly ; how comes it then that you have af- 
fronted them ? 


ARCAS. 


Come, Corydon, I hope you'll approve of all your 
daughter's conduct, when I tell you that Damon has 
confeſſed his error, and deſires he may receive from 
you your Phillida in marriage. | 


DAMON. 


I have not deſerved it, Sir, but my Phillida ſhall be 
my advocate to you for your bleſſing. 


CORYDON. 
I love my child, but I know you'll make her a bad 
huſband, 
DAMON. 


You have reaſon to think ſo, I own, but if you'll 
venture ſuch a treaſure in my care, as I ſhall ever eſ- 
teem your daughter, I hope my future behaviour will 
convince you your fears are groundleſs. 


CORYDON. 


Then take her — I am ſorry for poor Cymon and 
Mopſus. 


E ARCAS, 


Too — —— PUT — 
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" ARCAS. 


To ſay the truth Corydon, I thought your daughter 
a little hardly dealt with, in being peſtered with their 
courtſhip; but however, Damon who has made her 
happy, will I hope deſerve her, he ſhall have what I 
promiſed with her as an addition to her dawer, and 
if I am not very much deceived, will prove, that when 
a rover becomes a convert to truth, reaſon will com- 


pleat the work, by teaching him to make a good huſ- 
band, 


. 
DAMON. 


Inconflancy hence to a city or court, 

Where the herd of gay rakes and vain coxcombs reſort, 
Where noiſe is call'd ſpirit, where love's but a name, 
And where nymphs are made wretched, and no one ia 
blame; 

Let fuch a new way to be bappy invent, 

Our way to be happy's the way to content. 


MOPSUS. 


Since things have fall'n out thus, thy band, honeft boy, 
And Philly I wiſh you abundance of joy ; 

If I can't be quite happy myſelf, I don't ſee 

I/hy I ſhould grudge others what's not meant for me, 
My joking and laughing ald Nick fhan't preveut ; 

82 happen what will I ſhall fill be content. 


PHILLIDA 


Haro fmeethly the minutes henceforward will flow, 
Kind laue will attend us wherever we go; 

The morning and evening their pleaſures will bring, 
I bile the lar and the nightingale round us will ſing, 
Each hour will convince us that nature has me aut 


The ſhepherd's plain life, for a life of content. 
I COR Y- 
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CORYDON. 


And now my dear children if happy you'd live, 
Attend to the connſel I'm going to give; 

You Phillida, till be good-natured and hind, 
And Damon a rover no longer you'll find ; 

Your truth that reclaim'd him will hourly invent 
Seme new act of love to encreaſe his content. 


CYMON. 


To be ſerv'd ſuch a trick, tis a monſlerous ſhame, 

To flout one and ſcold one, and make one your game; 

I could cry for vexation, *sheart what ſhall I do? 
Icod there's ane way, and a clever one too, 

And fo miſtreſs Philly your malice is ſpent ; 

For one ſmile from theſe friends will inſure my content, 


ENnD of THE OPERA. 
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